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two senses/' was the reply, "and we are every
day complaining of the smallness of the number;
we are also for ever complaining of the shortness
of   our  lives,   for   they   seldom   exceed   fifteen
thousand earthly years."    "If I did not know
that you were  a philosopher," Micromegas  re-
plied, "I should be afraid of vexing you when
I   tell   you   that   our  lives are seven hundred
times longer than yours, and that we have one
thousand senses."   Now we have only to suppose
that not one of the seventy-two senses of the
Saturnian, not one even of the thousand senses of
the Sirians, corresponds to any of our five senses,
in  order to see that their material world must
for them be destitute of aU the qualities which
ours  manifests,  yet  endowed with  a thousand
qualities which are inconceivable by us, as colours
are by a man born blind.   And as the planetary
orbs could have no inter-communication, we are
obliged to suppose that the issue of all intel-
lectual work pursued in each, however various and
prolonged, must disappear from the universe, when
each founders at last in the infinite ocean of space.
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